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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
VOLUNTARIES 

THE INTANGIBLE SYMPHONY 

How shall I capture 
Sound and desire? 

Let candor stir upon candor 

As sword upon sword, 

Tempering the tenor and the timbre 

Of this' sweet ecstasy. 

Grieved is my mind, 

Harassed by music 

Untouched of any sound. 

Yet on trellis, on infinite arch, 
On bridges of fretted iron — 
Frail to thought, acrid to sight, 
Thunderous with traffic of men — 
Red-budding, peach-petalled 
Beauty flames into view. 

But how shall I capture 

Sound and desire? 

How shall I hear 

The pointed vagaries, 

The evanescent harmonies, 

That float unfingered 

Across the strings of the mind? 
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How shall I hear, 

Plucked from the intangible mind-strings, 

The song desire sings, and sings ? 

There is no create instrument. 

THE POWER OF NOTHING 

I only laughed, 

As at a gauche mistake, 

When I learned we had paid 

With innocent counterfeit — 

That such carnival, confetti, 

Festival of flamingo fun, 

We had danced for nothing spent: 

So much brightness 

All out of nothing ! 

But when I learned of my awkwardness — 

Mistaking the denomination, color, design 

Of a little word you gave me ! — 

And of the bright shapes of dreams 

Germinated in my heart 

All out of nothing, 

I could not laugh any more; 

For there was a sharp severing of slender unseen roots, 

And that fruit which they bore 

Fell dangling and bruised 

From the tendrils and the vine. 
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